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Editorial  Policy 

The  Bell  Tower  Arts  Journal  is  sponsored  by  the  Psi  Gamma  Chapter 
of  Sigma  Kappa  Delta,  the  National  English  Honor  Society.  We  accept 
submissions  of  poetry,  short  fiction,  non-fiction  essays,  photography,  and 
fine  and  graphic  art  by  current  Tyler  Junior  College  students.  We  accept 
submissions  for  consideration  in  the  spring  semester  each  year  for  possible 
publication  in  the  next  spring  semester.  The  Bell  Tower  Arts  Journal  is 
entirely  student  generated  and  seeks  to  provide  a  publishing  venue  for  the 
rich  artistic  expression  of  TJC  students. 

Our  goal  is  to  create  a  publication  that  is  a  high  quality,  content-rich  source 
of  literary  and  artistic  expression  on  a  wide  range  of  topics  and  themes. 
Therefore,  we  seek  unique,  insightful  work  displaying  vivid,  lively  language 
and  artistic  skill. 

All  submissions  must  be  the  original  work  of  the  student  writer  or  artist  who 
submits  it  for  consideration  or  publication.  We  do  not  accept  previously 
published  or  plagiarized  work.  Every  attempt  is  made  by  the  editor  to 
assure  originality.  All  literary  pieces  will  be  submitted  to  turnitin.com  for  an 
originality  report.  However,  it  is  ultimately  the  responsibility  of  each  student 
to  submit  only  his  or  her  own  literary  and  artistic  work. 

Moreover,  while  we  strongly  support  intellectual  freedom  as  the  right  of 
every  individual  from  all  points  of  view,  we  do  not  accept  work  deemed 
pornographic,  profane,  exploitative,  or  that  seeks  to  cause  injury  to  an 
individual  or  group. 

Tyler  Junior  College  gives  equal  consideration  to  all  applicants  for 
admission,  employment  and  participation  in  its  programs  and  activities 
without  regard  to  race,  creed,  color,  national  origin,  gender,  age,  marital 
status,  disability  or  veteran  status. 
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My  lOotd^ 


^    ..Hv  flew  through  my  clenched  teeth  i 
My  words,  too  smWy,  flew  ^^^^^^  '  ,  .  \ 

 ^^ro-n  though  1  DeggtJU,  , 


<  8 


Not  willing  to  return  even  thoug 
They  pecked 


you  did  not  shield  your^ej. 


:;;nded,  tore  your  flesh  and 
nonnested  in  your  memory.  ^ 

TinaBausinger/Sophomore/Tyler 


^^^'^^f^^S^-'^e.ss  up  and  dressed, 
She  had  started  her  day  jar  V  ,  , 

anxiously  await.ng  r.y  -/"V^^^^'^^.^u?''      '    1    .  , 
  "Mother,  rm  here^  Where  ar  V       ^^g,  dipping  out 

here  in  the  din.ng  '^""'JJ^^  papers." 
ooupons  from  today's  and  from  y^-'^^'lJ^  ^^^ay?" 

"Oh,  are  we  going  to      g^^^JV  ^,,^.3,  and  1  have  some 
"Yes,  it's  triple-coupon  day  at  broo 
really  good  ones."  rouDons  she  had  clipped  out  and 

this  coupon.  "  .    '  "  I  wondered  at  her  logic  for 

"Oh,  Mama,  you  are  too  funny^  ^  ^  ^.ga, 

clipping  the  coupons  like  she  *d_She  ^    ^  ^^^p„„ 

Zper,  saving  w^e- ^^^^^^^^^^^^^^  ,  was  a  good  f  vings 

for  something  you  didn  use  us  product?  Maybe 

wasn't  that  just  as  ^f^^^li^°XMm  on  to  maybe  1  w,ll  use 

Si  made  her  ride  in.  She  had  to  nde  in  it  ^^^.^^^^^  j„  ,1 

tZls  were  '^eQ-n-g  -  f  e  a  t^^^^^^^^^^         ^,3,,  ,„r  her  safety. 
Stumble  more  and  more,  so  w  ^^,,,^^4  t iil±^^ 


t 


1  would  always  cn     ^^^^     ^an  W  ay 

"Mama^  "^"l,  tarted  shaking  uncom  ^^^^  ^  ^  < 

^    .Corner  vNOuW  be  okay|n  ^^.,^g  ^^.aking 

W^^:  *i      doctor  said  ,e  medic.ne.  He  ° 


Irr 


^^Ll^TM^r  Lrrn/lS Upe^^  ...  ^ist^as  wit. 
her-jusl  one  more  Christmas^  ^'t,™s??8'  she  took  a  turn  for  the 
,    .se  nowe,,  ha.  grown 

r  weld  w^ed  down  to  the  fence  to  check  on  her « 
planrand  while  walking  back  up  to  the  house,  a  pa,n  h,t  her. 
"Oh,  God!"  T :  I  .  i  I  M    :  I      :    t    •  :  i 

rruToriust^ me  to  the  car-something's  ' 

camng  the  doctor  when  we 

get  home."  1  :    :    !  ^  1     ;  .  | 

1  don't  care— just  get  me  home.   ; 

"Do  you  want  me  to  tell  Howell?'  we  ran 

"NO,  don't  bother  him  right  now;  he  ,s  mowing,  and  we  can 

''""oS,'  but  he  is  going  to  be  mad  at  us  for  not  telling  him." 
Mtlr  th^x'S  roSncan's  off,ce-he  was  her  oncologist 
tand  heSmrdocL  now  so  -  c*d  ^m  abo^^ 

twas  losing  -V ^  It  fo'L^etfa:  t^a™^^^^     to  lose 

.  and  now  all  this.  It  just  wasn't  fair. 
^  ^  .  ^    We  all  gathered  around  for  Labor  Day,  all  ^^^^ ^ 

-       swing   y  ^^^^       ^Q^g  j^st  to  the 

around  and  sucn.  vve  uiuu  i  y  „  ^„  oontpmher  19  her  pain 

looked  at  me  that  day. 
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It 


""'"h/sisit,  isn't  ip" 


„J^'s,s  the  last  stop  "  ;  :  ■      ,  :  , 


2008 
1 

f-^  u  I's 


f-^  1^4 


dnesday,  AP^" 


16 


K°  6, 


J" 


13 


It's  always  hard 
To  %  Without  wings 
HeaJ  Without  time, 
Cry  without  tears' 
Breathe  without  air, 

Smiie  Without  strength,  ^'^ 
Talif  Without  truth  " 

Pi-omise  Without  a  heart,  - 
Stand  Without  first  faliing^^^  ' 
Remember  without  forgetting 
Know  Without  learning 
Hear  without  listening 
Touch  Without  feeling  '  - 
End  Without  beginning 
i'ove  withont^aring  ' 
Live  Without  dreaming  ^• 
_  And  die  Without  living ' 
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He 


^  ^ffl  not  the  -  ' 

^'^t  the  2Z''P'>  happiness 


foro^<otte.n  fall 


soaked  up  the  heavenl/sme°  o^cote  7!?^  ' 
eleven  and  not  allowed  to  dn  k  offee  but  r^Z"' 
by  breathing  in  the  aroma.  Most  days    ho'     A"*  '^^'^  ''i"^'. 

[peanut  butter  sandwiches  or  dnn^m.  ,     T  ^''"^^^^  i 

imy  five  brothers  and  ;        , ^.T'™"        "^^  ^  deck  of  cards  as 

however,  Grandma  afways  coo  Jd",  h?  k°  T' 
need  it  to  accomplish  aiK  k  o  ^e  donT  n  1 96^  ^ 
■had  a  garden,  and  Grandma  wa.^  no        .  ^^^ryone 
thought  she  invented  the  "        '"^P"""'  back  then  I  ^- 

up,  Sleepy  head' '^e  kitchen.  "Wake 

-™;^^^:^rrk::^:~^:^--^^^-p-«3 

Grandma  to  my  presence  a'erting 

in.  Herrdf 'XlX^Se^kTo" he"^  ^^"^ 
the  flowers  on  her  faded  cotton  .r'  '  K'°?.'.!  ^'^  "^^teh 


-the  flowers  on  her  faded  cotton  dre^  h  .  ?  ^'^  "^^'^ 

ilt  was  nice  to  see  her  smS  r^!  '.^"k  "  ^^^''^  ^"  '^^^  ^^n^e 
:blue  eyes  She  aave  me  !  h       !  "'"""^  ^"^  her  light 

and  sta'rch  to  treX^  bou';"e'  ''''' 
^ma  yel,^:':,:;;::^::^  -  1^°-  -^-e  Mom. 

home.  Someone  is  always  making  rackel  al  r°'?'"'^  ^' 
iWiggle  around  too  much  ThevTrk  m»  !  and  Caria 

;l  pulled  my  legs  up  under  the  hem  nf  "^^^'^^  ^^I^^P  " 

'for  me,  attemptina  to  f,?  ml  hi         ""^  9°"""  "^^^  ^^^^  ^ad  made 


4-  -i 


^^^-mX^  ^iiwW^^'e  made  from  ^\\  ^"^^ 
aner  c^^^^^^-  ^  saU  and  peppe; 

*t.m  notver,  >  bet  me  bv,s«es 
over  them,  no  .    ^orK  oy 

Tne  son  announced --  t-^^^^^^^^^^  ■ 


.at 


luck,  today  would  have  been  clean-out-the-fridge  day  at  home. 
Ugh!  Gag!  Butter  bowls  full  of  food  that  no  longer  resembled  any- 
thing edible.  I'd  probably  have  had  to  wash  the  dishes  afterward, 
too.  And  even  if  I  worked  hard  all  day.  Momma  would  find  some- 
thing wrong  with  it.  Not  that  she  ever  needed  much  of  a  reason  to 
punish  us.  I  most  of  all  because  I  was  supposed  to  "be  an  exam- 
ple" but  never  was  perfect.  |  ;  j  ;    i  rrv'\"'~-~n~'~r-^r~^' 
"Honey,  are  you  all  right?  You  look  kind  of  sick,"  said  '  :  J  | 
Grandma.  She  placed  her  fingers  lightly  on  my  forehead.  I 

"Nah.  I  was  thinking  about  what  I'd  be  doing  if  I  was  at 
home  today.  I  don't  know  how  you  talked  Momma  into  letting  me 
come  over  today,  but  I'm  glad  you  did.  I  wish  I  could  come  over 
more,"  Then  more  quietly  I  muttered,  "I  wish  I  could  live  here." 

Grandma  didn't  say  anything.  I  glanced  up  to  discover 
whether  or  not  she  had  heard  me.  Grandma  leaned  on  her  hoe; 
her  eyes  looked  all  glassy  and  sad.  Oh,  no.  What  did  I  do  now? 
I'm  always  screwing  things  up.  ;  |  i    ;    f      i  •  j  \ 

Wanting  forgiveness,  I  asked,  "Grandma,  do  you  want  me  i 
to  hoe  down  the  cactus?  I  don't  mind.  Really.  We  could  get  rid 
of  all  of  them.  You  shouldn't  have  to  have  cactus  growing  in  your 
garden  anyway."    r  I  ^    '  ■  I  ^  ^  !  i  I    i  i  i  '  '  ^ 

"No.  No,  that's  okay.  We  need...,"  suddenly  her  smile 
came  back.  "I  like  them.  I  want  to  keep  them  here  because  they 
remind  me  of  something  important."  She  chuckled  at  my  confused 
expression.  "Cactus  are  strong,  Sarah.  They  can  live  on  little  to 
nothing.  Hard,  dry  dirt.  Nothing  but  sun  and  an  occasional  sprin- 
kle of  rain.  That  little  bit  of  rain  has  to  be  enough  to  last  a  long 
time.  God  doesn't  love  the  cactus  any  less  than  the  flowers.  He 
just  knows  they  can  handle  it."  She  stopped  for  a  minute  and  gave 
me  a  searching  look.  I  knew  she  was  trying  to  explain  something 
important  to  me,  so  I  remained  quiet.  In  the  awkward  silence,  I 
nudged  the  freshly  turned  dirt  with  my  toe. 

Grandma  continued,  "Do  you  see  how  some  of  the  cactus 
have  flowers  on  top?  That  is  because  they  are  so  patient  and 
good  on  the  inside  until  one  just  pops  out,  so  everyone  can  see 
and  admire  its  beauty.  But  it  must  have  the  sun  to  continue  to  grow 
and  bloom.  That  is  the  key."  ;  i  •  i  j  t  i  '  \  i  *        9  i 

I  raised  my  hand  to  shade  my  eyes  and  looked  up  at  Grand- 
ma. The  sun  shimmered  around  her  face  and  her  dress  swayed 
with  the  breeze.  I  wonder  if  this  is  how  angels  look. 

•  1  "It  is  the  same  for  us,  Sarah.  Some  of  us  have  a  much  M  ' 
harder  life  than  others,  and  it  doesn't  seem  fair.  But  if  we  are 
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4-4- 


X 


t+ 


^Hs  .as  promised  us   w.  be  wo..       ^^^^   ^^^^^^  =: 

In  those  days  child  aDuse  wd^         Rut  that  day,  I  knew 
den  to  be  mentioned  by  -V°- '"^X  3-'     but  sh'e  sprinkled 
she  knew.  Grandma  '  » would  be  the  only 

— ry^rwh^r^^^^^^^^^^^^ 

—brke^e'^^ci^rewTn^ -med  with,  me  through 

This  is  why  today,  on  her  casket  lay  a  dozen  long-  , 
■stemmed,  red  roses....and  one  tiny  cactus.      .   ^ 
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,iiif 
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PtoC-r-aS-l  I  nation 

%  Two  down,  one  to  go, 
,  Inspiration  has  left, 
'    Heed  still  exists, 

Pencil  won't  write, 

Paper  lies  Wank, 

Potatol  \ 


Jason  Litchfield/Sophoraore/NUes 
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MI 
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I  am  a  mere  shadow, 
A  shade,  and  nothing  more 
Of  all  whom  I  have  known. 
Tempered  by  the  horrors 
Of  someone  else's  addiction 
And  shattered  by  the  fear  that 
Perhaps  I  will  never  be 
Completely  whole. 
I  am  a  decoupage 
Of  everyone  and  no  one: 
Bits  of  broken,  mismatched  pieces 
Work  against  one  another 
To  form  a 
Mutt  of  an  urn 
That  can  do  nothing 
But  waste  the  life 
Poured  into  it. 

My  body  is 
Stained  with  the 
Ruined  runes  of 
Stories  not  my  own 
That  I  cannot  decipher. 
And,  therefore,  do  not  under- 
stand. 
And  because  I  am  the 
Remains  of  so  many. 
The  makeshift  whole  that  I  am 


Is  foreign  to  me. 

This  flesh  I  ^ 
Know  not. 
I  am  hard-pressed, 
.  Turning  on  the  wheel. 
Fearful  of  the  change  ^ 
I  fear 
Will  not  come. 

I  am  a  mere  shadow, 
A  shade  and  nothing  more, 
Of  all  whom  I  have  known- 
A  ghastly  conglomeration 
Of  wind  and  rain 
That  destroys 
Without  mercy. 

I  am  a  mere  shadow, 
A  shade  and  nothing  more. 
But  at  least  there  is  enough  light 
To  see. 

i 

Jennah  Rose  English/ 
Sophomore/ 
Tyler 


Say; 

""'"'"aw"'"'**. . 


''^s  so 


She 


I  heard  a  song  today  that 
Spoke  words  of  wisdom,  let  it  be,  let  it  be. 
But  what's  always  inspired  me  is  that 
I  have  a  dream.  ^ 
And  when  I  am  down,  and  oh,  my  soul  so  weary, 
I  know  that  we  will 
Come  together 
And 

Be  all  that  we  can  be. 
Who  knew  this  day  wasn 't  like  the  restJ? 
^    —         Because  today, 
~^Tcii  ^re  beautiful,  and  they  can 't  hold  us  down. 

So  when  you're 
^    Down  and  low, 
Look  toward  the  day  when  we  can  be 
Free  at  last, 

To  speak  and  be  heard,  Mr  President,  Mr  Senator, 

And 

Let  freedom  ring  :^ 
So  that  we  may  remain 

Dedicated  to  the  proposition  that  all  men  are  created  equal 

\  '  '"■•*. ..  » 

Brittany  Penton/  Sophomore/  Lindale 


Credits  ; 

John  Lennon  &  Paul  McCartney;  "Let  It  Be"  and  "Come  Together" 
Dr.  Martin  Luther  King  Jr.:  "I  Have  a  Dream"  (1963) 
Rolf  Lovland  &  Brenden  Graham;  "You  Raise  Me  Up" 
USMC;  Marine  Corps  motto 

Marcos  Curiel,  Noah  Bernardo,  Paul  Sandoval,  and  Mark  Daniels;  "Youth  of  the  Nation" 
Linda  Perry;  "Beautiful" 

Greg  Prestopino,  Christina  Aguilera,  Scott  Storch,  Matt  Morris,  and  Matthew  Wilder;  "Can't  Hold 
Us  Down" 

Paul  Simon;  "Bridge  Over  Troubled  Waters" 

Mark  Batson,  Marshall  Mathers,  Michael  Elizondo,  Andre  Young,  and  Che  Pope;  "Mosh" 
Abraham  Lincoln;  "Gettysburg  Address" 
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Just  between  the  lines, 
That  one  subtle  reference, 
(Obsession), 
Trapped  just  barely 
Beneath  that  thin  layer  of  ice. 

That  one  little  fragment 
Of  her  soul  she  so  desperately 
Wants  to  unloose, 

(Confession), 
But  is  too  wary  to 
Form  its  name. 
-    So  she  weaves  it  in: 
A  master  knitter, 
Love  and  devotion  in  every  single  stitc] 
Without  even  knitting  at  all. 

And  in  her  agony. 
She  finds  favor-satisfaction- 


If  you  caught  it, 
You  would  have  to  look 
At  the  writer  herself. 
Dash  the  mask  from  her 
Painted  face. 
Rape  the  smile  from  her  lips. 
Take  it  by  force 


You  missed  it! 
(Pride). 


Because  the  masquerade  is  all  she  has 
She's  holding  on  for  life 
And  won't  let  go, 
(Desperation), 
She's  there. 
Every  god-forsaken  heartache. 

Every  dying  tear. 
Every  lofty,  unattainable  vision. 

Every  sinful  desire, 
=^      (Seeking  absolution), 
-      She  is  there. 
You  just  don't  see  her, 
(Anonymity).  , 
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Scars  can't  heal 
Until  the  cuts  are  formed- 

And  they  are  there- 
The  blood  offers  nothing, 
But  she  likes  it, 
(Weakness). 
She  wants  you 
To  read  what  she  has  written. 
Witness  what  words 
Her  mind  has  conceived, 
(Help  her). 
And  then. 
When  you  miss  it, 
She  wants  to  tell  you 
Why  she  specifically 
Chose  the  word- 
'  (Agony), 
(Despair), 
(Hopelessness), 
(Sweet), 
(Disturbing), 
(Freedom), 
She  wants  to 
Enlighten  you. 
Open  up  your  eyes 
To  what  reasoning  hides 
Just  below  the  surface, 

(Truth). 
She  wants  you  to  see  her, 
(Unconditionally), 


See  her-  ^ 
Not  the  damned  puppet- 
^  ^  '     But  her. 
(Vulnerable,  heart  and  soul. 
Splayed  open  on  the  page 
For  all  to  see  the 
Darkness  there). 
She  wants  you  to 
Acknowledge  her 
(Impending  demise), 
(Inner-Horror), 
And  love  her 
In  spite  of 
What  isn't  there, 
In  spite  of  what 
Only  the  writer  knows, 
(Salvation),  ^    ^  ^ 
(Justification), 
(Redemption). 


Jennah  Rose  English/Sophomore/ 
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The  July  sun  is  ablaze, 
cascading  over  the  clouds 
m  flashing  currents, 
Illuminating  the  sky  a 
Brilliant  and  unending  blue. 

The  earth  it  falls  so 
Graciously  upon 
Is  bedecked  with  a 
Mdof3eweUike,glittering^^^^^^ 
And  on  that  royal  lawn. 
Unending  rows  of 

Purified  wood: 
to  the  symbol  of  the  savior 

The  souls  which  slumber  below 

Shall  one  day  know. 
The  man  in  the  blue  suit 
Stands  stoioally  off  to  the 
Left  oenter  of  the  cameras  eye. 
And  although  this  is  not 

His  moment, 
Every  eye  rests  upon  him. 
They  rebuke  him  in  their 

Hated  silence, 
cursing  mm  in  the  secret  parts, 

For  in  their  mmds 
He  is  to  blame  for  the 
Earth's  newest  cross 

His  chin  is  up. 
ffls  broad  Shoulders  sciu^ed  against 

The  quiet  onslaught. 
It  is  almost  as  if 
3         He  is  oblivious  to  their  presence 

Completely. 
Eor  his  own  eyes 
Are  on  the  mother. 
And  the  young  wife. 
And  the  two  little  girls, 
one  of  which  rests  sweetly 
Hponhermother'scomfortingbreast, 

Eyes  closed. 
Mind  lost  somewhere  in  the  ^ 

Blissful  peace  of  slumber. 

Ear  too  young  ever  to  know. 

Ever  remember,  . 
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But  ever  mourn  the  difference. 

The  man  in  blue 
The  pin  on  his  lapel  flashing, 


RniH    ^  u  Stately  stands 

m,.h    ,  music. 

Honored  call: 
A  shout, 
Gunfire. 
A  shout, 
Gunfire. 

The  man  in  blue  continues  to  hold  his 
Brave  stance, 

His  eyes  unblinking 

As  Grace  begins  to  sing 

Through  the  bagpipes. 

Two  young  soldiers, 

Wad  in  the  virgin  white  of  the  sea 
■  '^^^»:-^^ehorizonta?:i 

Blood,  sweat,  and  tears  ^ 

As  If  unwilling  to  let  go  Of 

What  it  had  lost.  ---^ 
^he  young  men  salute  proudly  "  ^> 

Both  holding  to  their  reserves 

Hadalrea;TrZ^^^^^^^^  ^ 
y  oroken  upon  their  war-weathered  faces 
Bvery  breath  lies  waiting  ... 
In  every  chest.  ' 
The  boys,  barely  men 

Take  their  respective  posts  ; 
At  head  and  foot.  ^  - 

White-gloved  hands 

Take  the  blue  of  the  crown 
And  the  sole's  blood  and  water  "  y 

L^mngt^r^uctant  colors  f.om  ^ 

Together,  in  dogged  precision,  •  -  v 

Hand  over  hand. 
The  resplendent  rectangle 
Becomes  a  tragic,  tear-stained  triangle         \   ' '  ^ 
One  soldier  draws  the  emblem 


jennah  Rose 


To  his  lieavy  breast, 
Turning  his  back  solemnly 

On  the  to  be  forgotten 
Toward  those  who  have  been 
so  mercilessly  left  behind. 
And  as  he  toeels  before  the 

Weeping  woman, 
Barely  a  woman, 
All  eyes  revert 
From  the  man  in  blue 

TO  the  young  woman  m  b  ac^^ 

Andlnthatmomentoj^^^^^^^^^ 
ir,  hhip  lets  out  a  greau,  &uu 

Fall  upon  him  again. 
His  stoic  stance  is  broken  only 

By  a  solitary  tear. 
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i   ^    ^our  way  of  thinking.  -  J 

 Seeing  your  face. 


- 

— j — 




I've  done  the  math. 
It  s  an  aching  equation  with  no  real  solution 
~     ™ept  the  inlinity  symbol. 

Some  days  the  grief  is  fresh  like  a  new  cut  - 
The  blood  runs  again, 

My  own  personal  Wile 

-    f^'^^^sfi"  my  own  Arctic  Ocean- 

_  .  A  cold  place  that  is  hostile  to  life-   — 

"Tr   .    "^^^  ^^"^       Will  kill  you 

My  gnef  is  the  Are  Of  the  volcanoes  in  Hawaii: 
-        The  burning  lava  is  pulling  me  in; 
—  Dante  is  my  friend. 

You  missed  your  daughter's  wedding  - 
The  birth  of  your  granddaughter  - 
Did  you  have  a  previously  made  appoiniment. 


I  missed  you. 
'  No. 


.  ink.':- 


'  '  '  ■      is  almost  laughable  in  its  absum., 

There  was  a      *^^fcanyon  of  loss.    _  _  J 

Except!  didn't  lose  you.  - 
I  know  where  you  are-  -  ^ 

YOU  are  in  my  son's  smi  e 
My  daughter's  generosity  _ 

Your  granddaughter's  wit. 

i^UUo.  hours  we  P«ed,a«4^ 

The  gram     ^^^^^^ojave.  ^ 
Tina  Bausinger/  Sopliomore/J^ 
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Worl^er  bee,  «or^er  bee,  you  see . 

-rue  buds  o!  the  w« 


1  rto  not  have  tttae, 
^        f  .  these  tbiugs; 

'till  spnng- 
r  To  Keep  me  tui'-f 

The  beauty  you  miss  ' 
'  Tthisl^tbatyouUve 

U  a  tale  of  a  man 

^0  is  vacant  v^itton. 


lite  a  cWld 

Boyoupreten'i 

Ttot  living  is  , 
Than  illusion  for  men. 

is  my  cboice. 
Because  tbis  is  ^ 

This  is  my  w*' 
Ufe  is  too  short  - 

To  down  lite  a  pill-  . 

'  ^^i,  isn't  my  choice; 

^^is  is  my  Piigi^^-  '  ■ 
■  You  live  to  dream; 


Youtoveglorions*^^^'' 

^^^^^ttTno'-nture, 
But  you  dare  nu 

TOO  far  from  the  hive. 

Hermit  of  the  s^:/  -  ings. 
The  whole  VJorld  to  y 
But  you  choose  the  hi 

Oh,but«hy,^"l^yf;' 
'   Man,  standing  so  t  j^ 

■Vftien  you  have 


r 


^^^^^uhlt^S---^  ' 

rmy^«orth 

^°^°'^:rat!riaUhings.  " 
In  these  maieua 

tree  has  wilte-i-. . - 

fno  longer  bear  frn^^  - - 
lam  running  from  time, 

^    But,  bee,  so  are  you,  - 

1  live  t,o  die.  -  _  ^ 

^  -    mat  do  yon  mean? 

YOU  are  an  actor^  ^ rX  my  life 

Mid  this  world  is  oui  ^^i^e  rest 

t.Utisyonroboice,       -  these  two  wmgs. 

The  part  that  you  play- 


But,  bee,  don't  you  see. 

But  Six  weeks  do  you  live, 

f  Whole  life  is  spent- 
Spent  storing  for  when? 

You  are  the  wind; 
I  am  the  tree.  ' 
^  bear  great  fruit; 
You  are  but  the  breeze. 

Yes,  bee,  yes, 
My  soul  it  runs  free 

Because  my  time  is  short 
I  savor  all  things. 

The  air,  the  trees, 
The  flowers  in  spring 

Marvels  you  made, 
I  take  joy  in  these  things 


The  flowers,  the  trees 
I  see  not  what  you  see; 
Who  are  you  to  know 
what  lies  underneath? 

You  Wish  to  know  me'? 
You  Wish  to  know  truth? 
Open  your  eyes,  bee: 
Bee,  I  am  you. 


Mark  Adam  LoUar/ 
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^^^^^ 


mean  you  ^ave  » 


( 

( 


•smeMof  n;^*f,3red,  you  were 
Srot\tr^eT.a^eVO^^ 

They  are  r^^rvous.  ^^^^33,  u's 

Play  jump  ^°P^rt  pun^P'"9'  ^"'^ 
good  to  get  you;^  f,^^ 
.%uw.h3veatiea 

'^'^*%or..thro.a.ayVOU^san^^^^ 

'      iust  eat  tne  ^^'"^'^^,333  mind  your 
^"-^'^ay  attention  >nda^^3„^^^  ,ont 

manners,  and -°;^r,%athroon.. 

:s  rt"a°: 

--n^rso^^etSeeis-on^.- 

secrets.  »  , 
■'^-^"^D:"voiunteertohet.eK,d 

'that takes  namf  ■        3  lot  of  friends^ 
>^\"'Cse  tr  ends  w.tt^P-°P'^ 

-•^"Tstruew^ane^^^^^^^^^ 
\e«wt>at  Kind  of  person  y 

^'"-^^rntworrv  about  stepping  on 

.oracks.  ni*jeJ!^^„„,,rious  about  the 
Oon  t  be  too  that 

boys  t>athroon^.  T^-^ 


fearn  another  language 
SoanisV^.      •  '    ^  substitute  teacher 
If  you  have  a  sud  ^^^ause 

treat  her  on  the 

the  other  .^.^^XX^^J,:^^ 


%>fc —  \t'  S 

floor  doesht  '^«^"J°%Ta'e  right. 
"-Cnf^^^eroVhe.-^^^'^^ 

:i:rr:rrar:a:s^w 

^^^°n'they'e"^-^"^"''' 
rainy  days  come,  they 

'o'-°''"rrard%°"'*P^°Trvou 
Study  haro.  you 

-^.^  "cop'ng  -d 
QjherNNise,  oopy  y 

*^^'"^amen  noodies  are  not  too  ^ 
Beasgenerousjs  v-^^^^^^ 

-^°"tr--ar::^^^^^^ 
rrhat  around  peoP>e 
tant  you  to  Chang-  time 
Oon  t  speno  \t 
,ying  to  n^ake  -rn:  ":^.  appreciate 

marry  the  one  you  can 

Dontset«e.L^^;^:r;ask.  This  goes 
„youneeO'   1^  3onai 

forbon^-tn^^as^gno'-*"^"' 

t^LTsfgnot-sfo-  beart^ 
''^      Love  with  Vour  j^e3you 
,o,d,ng  nothing^a*^  oniy 
wili  ge'  ^'^l^ters  is  cowardiy- 
^"■'^-tn^''^ jry^uCow- 

-rr-ayr°"  / 


Love,  Mom 
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Zt  iJas  a  C 


was  a  cow.  it  cf^nw  •  '  - 

^^^^       it  was  tw  h'  grass 

asked  "C!n  .  u        ®'      it  was  r  t..o]7  -f  not 

^'e.  Since  r  ^  Vu^ttT     '°  « 

-  "wn,         ^  '^^s  not  sure  if  ,>    .      ^°°^^<i  at  me  anrf 

^  are  you  here?!"  s'  ,  '  j^"'^  ^^^^^  "^e.  I  spSl 
^  was  sure  thijf  m  '  ''Jd  not  sa,. .  '  ^  ^  "P- 

can  t t  ^0  wants  to  7  ''''^ ' 

a  pet.  '^"'^  Sood  it  tastesP  'ml       '  ^'^^^ 

•  ^  "^ayjust  Jceep  it  as 

V 


omore/ffiies,  Mr 


/ 


listener  W'  '^^l'^'^^  ^  "S-'  '      te„  ^uhave  a 
ling  man?  ^  '°  '      h^^''  this  tale  of  a  dy- 

;si9ni«cr!;  "r;'it«zst^;;::arf '  ' 

rnumber  I  was  in  bun  was  in  the  No'^h  °^ 
[the  first  plane  when    cTashed^n.o  ?h  .  ^^'^^ 
[away.  '^'^^^'^'^ 'he  build,ng-but  not  far  enough 

standinSTSarou'nd  Sr  so''  '''  ^'^  °'      '^^'^  '°  ~  ^ 
quake?  Others  thouohTmp  j!  '°'^^/"^*e^-  Was  it  an  earth-    \  ■  ^ 
Imost  Of  us  hur'edrmL'sra,™™  while  ^ 

Meeting  dismissed         •  ,  -  .  -      i  t— 

^ered  4  ^nt'o^fof  ^ l^ot-fTh  ' 

of  me.  killing  my  clienrwhte  bu^nn      7"'""^  ^"^^ 
Thow  horrible  it  wa  to  be  buriedT  IT'  km"'  '  ^^out  |  f 

with  smoke  and  fire  rainPdZ  '"^"'^  "^''^  "^^^     thickened  fcf 

•savior.  The  groanLr  iesTeirs'an^S     '''''  ' 
from  that  day  forward  alwau<=  Z   V.        ^  l^ellowing  roar  of  fire  : 
Ihave.         ^         '^^"'^y'^^""'^''3"y"ionient  of  silence  I  might 

w  breikiSUt"rhrLm  frr!?  r.^' '  ^^^^^  ^  ^ 

:a  ™-n,.^lared' a^^a',  g  r:^^^^^^^^  °nly  for 

;ing  and  hopeful  I  fpit  as  th„    L  '"«^me"zed.  It  looked  so  promis- 

^couldn't  move  as  wis  pinnM  but  I 

darkness  once  ag  ^  consred  htn^  '°  '^^  9-'' 

lows.  .  .^^^^^^       ^   '  ^^^'^9      alone  in  shad- 

:iose  cons^^usn::;^;:::^::  ' 

rescue    my  na^lrs^hreerdtg  m^e^'o!:"^^"-  -™  '° 
■atS:  ir?h'i:^r.r -V  .0  ^is  fenow  and  folt 


-J 
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:;P- snap  up  my  ,eg  through  « 
_:and  clenched  someone's  hand.  ^ 


I  ched  aloud  L  , 

^Do^,  worry,  buddy'^^i^Ve  okay  WeVe  got  you,"  another  | 
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t+  -  creed,  color,  rJ 


—  I  '  '  '   r—   ,    ...  ,.    _  I, 

-firefighter  assured  me  as  they  pulled  me  from  the  wreckage.  Soon 
they  stabilized  my  leg  and  whatever  other  injuries  I  had,  and  then 
lour  men  took  the  task  to  carry  me  down  a  hundred  or  so  flights  of  r 
_stairs.  And  this — this  is  where  my  story  begins. 
~         As  soon  as  we  entered  the  stairwell,  someone  yelled,  "In- 
ijured  coming  down!"  Everyone  moved  to  one  side  of  the  stairs, 
allowing  the  firefighters  to  carry  me  down  without  too  much  trou- 
jble.  The  further  away  we  got  from  the  noise  of  the  fire,  the  more 
|l  tuned  in  to  the  sounds  around  me.  First,  I  heard  mumbling  as 
friends,  family,  and  co-workers  tried  to  comfort  each  other. 

"God  bless  you,"  I  heard  many  say  not  to  me  but  to  my  sav- 
'iors,  the  firefighters.  Some  people  wept  while  others  cursed  and 
yelled  or  held  their  silence.  If  I  was  dead,  then  this  was  Hell,  dark 
and  humid,  the  smell  of  smoke  on  everyone.  I  recalled  the  Scrip- 
Iture  verses  speaking  of  how  there  shall  be  crying  and  gnashing  of 
teeth  in  the  darkness  of  Hell.  Fear  seized  me  at  this  thought,  and 
I  squeezed  the  hand  of  one  of  my  rescuers  just  to  make  sure  I  was 

still  alive.  —  ^  , — j   -  - 

"Hey,  hey,  you're  okay,"  the  kid  was  quick  to  assure  me, 
"You're  going  to  be  okay." 

tried  to  respond  but  couldn't.  My  mouth  wouldn't  work. 
My  tongue  felt  swollen.  I  only  saw  darkness  and  vague  faces  of 
total  strangers— some  friendly,  sad,  weeping,  mad,  but  scared  all 
the  same.  All  the  faces  blurred  together;  I  saw  my  mother  and  fa- 
_.ther  in  that  stairwell,  my  older  sister  and  dead  brother,  my  wife  and 
: little  girl.  I  saw  them  there,  or  so  I  thought.  Too  many  faces,  too 
much  fear,  my  mind  tried  to  comfort  me  with  what  was  not  really 
there. 

I  felt  a  wave  of  unconsciousness  lap  across  my  mind,  but 
did  not  sink  into  the  bliss  of  dreams,  for  a  voice  called  me  out. 
[Piercing  the  darkness  as  sharp  as  any  light,  a  single  voice  sang 
[aloud,  echoing  off  the  close  quarters  of  the  stairwell.  All  cursing 
.  silenced.  The  weeping  stopped.  For  a  bhef  moment  all  stood  still, 
,  holding  breath  and  listening  for  the  angelic  voice. 

As  she  sang,  the  words  and  melody  became  clear  to  me, 
and  others  joined  in: 

;  1  :  ^ :  j  -  ^  ^  !  '  ;    M  .  :    '  .  ;      .    .  j 

Oh,  say!  Can  you  see  by  the  dawn's  early  light  j 
What  so  proudly  we  hailed  at  the  twilight's  last  gleaming; 
Whose  broad  stripes  and  bright  stars,  through  the  perilous  fight, 
O'er  the  ramparts  we  watched  were  so  gallantly  streaming? 
And  the  rocket's  red  glare,  the  bombs  bursting  in  air, 
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Gave  proof  through  the  night  that  our  flag  was  still  there 
Oh,  say!  Does  that  star-spangled  banner  yet  wave 
Oer  the  land  of  the  free  and  the  home  of  the  brave? 

Our  dear  land's  song  dispersed  the  fear  and  tension  and 
put  the  people  at  ease.  By  the  time  the  song  came  to  an  end,  ev- 
eryone had  joined  in,  even  the  firefighters  who  carried  me,  though 
they  muttered  the  words  with  tears  in  their  voices.  For  myself,  I 
could  not  sing  because  I  had  no  voice  or  strength,  but  I  listened  to 
Ithe  song,  ready  to  die  if  it  was  my  time. 

Silence  engulfed  the  stairwell  after  the  song.  No  one  knew 
what  to  do  or  say. 

Another  song  broke  out  by  the  same  singer,  and  this  time  I 
realized  we  were  getting  closer  to  her  in  the  stairwell.  At  first,  I  did 
not  recognize  the  song  or  the  melody,  but  as  I  listened,  Psalm  91 
came  to  mind:  ;    ;  i  i    ,  .  ?  i 


Thou  Shalt  not  need  to  be  afraid, 

For  terrors  of  the  night; 
Nor  for  the  arrow  that  doth  fly, 
By  day  while  it  is  light; 


T~—r 


Nor  for  the  pestilence,  that  walks, 
In  darkness  secretly; 
Nor  for  destruction,  that  doth  waste, 
At  noon-day  openly. 

A  thousand  at  thy  side  shall  fall, 

On  thy  right  hand  shall  lie, 
Ten  thousand  dead;  yet  unto  thee. 
It  shall  not  once  come  nigh. 

Only  thou  with  thine  eye  shalt  look, 

And  a  beholder  be; 
And  thou  therein  the  just  reward, 
Of  wicked  men  shalt  see. 


Because  the  Lord,  who  constantly. 
My  refuge  is  alone, 
Ev'n  the  most  High,  is  made  by  thee. 
Thy  habitation; 
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o  plague  shall  near  thy  dwelling  come; 
No  ill  shall  thee  befall: 
For  thee  to  keep  in  all  thy  ways,  j 
;  His  angels  charge  he  shall.  I 


At  this  verse,  I  passed  the  lone  singer  in  the  stairwell. 
'Young  and  beautiful  with  smoke  stains  marring  her  face,  she  sang 
so  loud,  so  pure  with  her  whole  heart  as  if  she  sang  in  Heaven 
itself.  Unafraid  and  unashamed  as  others  stared  and  gawked, 
mesmerized  by  her  crystal  voice,  she  met  my  gaze— she  had  eyes 
blue  as  the  ocean— I  know  that  much,  and  she  smiled  as  my  com- 
pany walked  on  past. 

L.:.  ■  !  While  I  went  further  and  further  down  the  stairs,  I  clung  to 
her  singing  voice  as  she  ended  the  Psalm  and  began  Psalm  23. 
Others  joined  her  voice  once  again,  and  when  I  finally  exited  the 
stairwell,  I  heard  the  fourth  verse: 


Yea,  though  I  walk  in  death's  dark  vale, 
;   Yet  will  I  fear  none  ill:  \ 
For  thou  art  with  me;  and  thy  rod  .^..1 
And  staff  me  comfort  still. 
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Once  out  of  the  building,  my  rescuers  took  me  to  a  shelter 
_and  then  went  back  in.  I  think  they  took  the  singing  stairwell  on 
their  way  back  up  to  save  another  life.  I  hope  they  took  it.  It  would' 
have  been  a  peaceful  place  to  die  on  that  day. 

The  buildings  collapsed  not  long  after  I  was  brought  out  of 
the  North  Tower.  I  tried  to  convince  myself  the  singer  somehow 
survived  or  simply  didn't  die.  Maybe  she  was  an  angel  sent  to 
calm  those  who  stood  at  death's  threshold.  I  don't  know.  I  never 
saw  her  again.  Sometimes  in  the  still  of  night  when  I  awake  from 
nightmare's  fright,  I  hear  her  voice  on  the  moonlight.  She's  sing- 
ing now,  can't  you  hear?  So  many  others  sing  with  her— a  host  of 
angels  or  so  it  seems.        i         •  ; 

I  am  a  Christian,  my  dear  friend.  I  am  not  afraid  to  die.  I 
cheated  death  once  before.  I  cannot  do  so  anymore.  Thanks  for 
coming,  dear  old  friend.  I  never  told  anyone  my  tale.  And  now  you 
:  know,  and  you  know  so  well,  the  tale  of  the  Stairwell  Choir. 


When  the  world  isn't  looking, 
A  veil  is  pulled  back: 
Fairies  dance, 
Elves  sing. 

Magic,  for  a  moment,  awakes; 
Dreams  turn  into  reality; 
But  it's  only  for  a  moment 
When  the  world  isn't  looking. 

Only  for  a  bhnk  of  an  eye. 
This  world  surfaces. 
When  others  turn  their  backs, 
It  dances  with  a  dream-touch. 


When  the  world  isn't  looking,  — 
Girls  transform  into  fairytale 
princesses; 

Boys  turn  into  knights  in  shining  armor; 
Worries  are  not  theirs  to  own. 

It's  what  you  do 
When  no  one  is  around. 
It's  what  you'd  see 
If  no  one  could  see  you.        -  ^ 


A  goofy  face. 

Silly  accent,  - 
Unexpected  behavior. 
When  the  world  isn't  looking. 

Dreams  come  to  life; 
Untapped  talents  unleash; 
Monologues  are  spoken  aloud 
When  the  world  isn't  looking. 

I 

The  strongest  men  cry; 
The  weakest  are  heroes; 
The  dead  return  to  the  living 
When  the  world  isn't  looking. 

The  calm  break  with  anger; 
The  furious  find  a  peace; 
The  lost  find  their  way 
When  the  world  isn't  looking. 

Behind  closed  doors, 
Drawn  curtains. 
Through  secret  windows, 
A  fabulous  world  unveils. 
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